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£ Bn ANNUAL controversy over everybody’s friend, Santa Claus, is 
on, and the correspondence columns of the newspapers teem 
with denunciation of those who “willfully deceive their children into 
a belief in this hoary headed old fraud.” Puck is mightily sorry for 
these hard pated materialists who think it worth their while to insti- 
tute a crusade against one of the choicest and least unreal treasures 
of the nursery. We cannot but think that most of the protest 


against our dear old friend is induced by what Barrie termed “ Little 
Mary.” 


We earnestly believe that it is largely a bad stomach—if 
not a bad conscience—that leads men into 
inveighing against the reality of Santa Claus, 
just as biliousness leads them into other 
assaults upon the happiness of their fellows. 
Even if Santa Claus were a myth, which 
he most decidedly is not, this icono- 
clasm would be utterly without justi- 
fication, since the effects produced by 
the story of his coming, of his gener- 
osity, of his kindliness of heart, of his 
rotundity of form and the gelatinous oscil- 
lation of his embonpoint at the moment of his laughter, so appealingly 
set forth by Clement C. Moore in his immortal poem, are all for the 
upliftment and greater happiness of the world. How much less 
justifiable is this attack upon the existence of the real Santa Claus — 
for that he does exist Puck with no fear of perjuring his Soul will take 
his solemn affidavit. Yes, children, there is a Santa Claus, and don’t 
you let these solemn spoil-sports convince you to the contrary. If 
at Christmas-time you have in the regions of your heart a swelling 
sense of love and sympathy for the little waifs of the highway 
that is Santa Claus. If in the midst of the rush and turmoil of the 
holiday season you see a bit of beautiful kindness done by some 
fortunate one to another less fortunate—that is Santa Claus. If 
you hear a story of self-denial, in which some who have little 
deprive themselves of a portion of their sparse treasure that other 
poorer hearts may be gladdened—that is Santa Claus. If your 
worried father or distressed mother forgets the tribulations of the 
struggle for existence for a smiling Christmas eve, in order that you 
may have sweet dreams of peace when your little head drops to 
rest upon your pillow—that is Santa Claus. If you see anywhere 
about you evidences of a kindlier spirit than prevails at other times 
between man and man, if you see anywhere the chill of a winter’s 
night made warm and genial as a summer's sun by love and charity 
and unselfishness — depend upon it that is Santa Claus — and 
remember that all these ifs are really not ifs at all, but that these 
things of the spirit that we have spoken of do exist, are as truly real 
as the noisy trolley cars that pass your homes, or the clanging auto- 
mobile that goes rushing by, or any other tangible thing that you 
can touch and feel with your fingers, hear with your ears or gaze 
upon with your eyes. Yes, indeed, there és a Santa Claus, and 
since he is the embodiment of the spirit of the Yule, of all the 
institutions in the memory of man he is the most beneficial to 
mankind, and the one that is surest of immortality, for all his deeds 





‘are based on love and tender charity. 


ft Sux WORLD has been treated to a whirl of Frenzied Finance in 
the past fortnight that is truly amazing. The operations of the 
Shipping Trust promoters and the revelations of Mr. Thomas W. 
Lawson sink into insignificance alongside of the achievements of 
Mrs. Chadwick of Cleveland. This woman, with apparently no 
other weapons than a simplicity of manner, and a pair of baby blue 








eyes, has stormed the citadels by which the people’s money was 
supposed to be protected and for a period of two years appears to 
have carried all before her. Fabulous sums have been coaxed out 
of the treasuries of the National Banks and the pockets of individ- 
uals on the flimsiest assurances. Men supposed to have brains 
enough to hold high positions of trust have been separated from 
their own and others’ money on security that would not bear a 
moment’s scrutiny, and all by a woman who lays no claim to the 
ordinary wiles of her sex by which weak men are supposed to be 
lured away from the paths of cautin. An individual of the 
weaker sex has, unaided and alone, succeeded in doing that which 
ordinarily requires a board of Directors with at least five mighty 
names on it to accomplish, and therein lies the moral of the whole 
wonderful story, if indeed the story has a 
moral. Mrs. Chadwick’s mistake lay in trying 
to do by private enterprise what is being done 
pretty nearly every day by corporate enter- 
prise—i. e., to get something for nothing. 
As a result she is in jail, while many of the 
corporations which were her rivals in the ac- 
quisition of material dollars in exchange for 
abstract commodities have got no further 











than the courts. If Mrs. Chadwick had only 
had the forethought to have the United States 
Carnegie Note Company incorporated, with 

a board of Directors such as she could easily 
have found within a stone’s-throw of Trinity 
Church, composed of names of eminent respecta- 
bility, while her business might to-day be in a bad 
way, she would herself have escaped the truly distressing situation 

she now finds herself in. We are sorry for her. Guilty as she is she 
is no worse than Certain of her contemporaries in the world of high 
finance. Her real crime, according to modern ethics, was not that 
she was stealing other people’s money, but that she went into it 
without knowing how. We fear her punishment will prove as great 
as that ingenuousness which, showing out through those baby eyes, 
and marking every atom of her manner, proved so seductive to Nat- 
ional Bankers and the private usurers who have suffered at her hands. 
Other women, ambitious to follow in Mrs. Chadwick’s footsteps, will 
do well to remember this one fact: when you wish to capitalize baby 
blue eyes, take them to the men who know the ropes, if you would 
avoid the penalties which the law provides for the breaking of the 
eighth commandment. There is everything in knowing how to do 
things, ladies, as our Captains of high finance will tell you. 


* 
* * 


HERE SHOULD be no question about the invitation to Governor 
Vardaman to attend the Inaugural of President Roosevelt. 
The man has by his unseemly behavior written and spoken himself 
out of the society of reputable people and should no more be invited 
to attend a function of National importance than any other person 
who has shown himself unfit to associate with gentlemen. His State 
has a right to recognition in the courtesies of the occasion of course, 
but it should be the unquestioned privilege of the Inaugural Com- 
mittee to choose. from among the many rep- 
resentative men of the Commonwealth of 
Mississippi one who may be expected 
to grace and not to disgrace the 
ceremonial which they have in 
charge. The matter is not a per- 
sonal one as between Mr. Roose- 
velt and this Vardaman person, 
but between the United States 
of America and a boor who is 
temporarily occupying an office 
of honor which he has prostituted to the level of his own ill- 
breeding. ‘The manners of the kennel must not be introduced into 
the most important ceremony known to the Republic, and by that 
token Vardaman should be made to do his snarling and snapping 
and yelping at home. 















* 
* * 


W: HAVE just received a superbly malicious story of how the 
Roosevelt boys teased the life out of a mince pie the other 
day, and how the President laughed at their outrageous behavior, 
but we won't print it for fear the President will withhold Secretary 
Shaw’s writings from us. We should lose some of the funniest things 
in life if we were —- of Secretary Shaw’s writings. 
ei . * 

i gous MIND, Chauncey. If you can’t get your jokes in the 

Congressional Record Puck will print ’em. Fact is we always 
have printed ’em— sometimes before you used ’em yourself. 
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An Idyll ina Flat and Several Sharps )} 



















y 2 WAS the night before Christmas, and all through 
the flat, 

_. Not a creature was stirring, save I and the cat, 

For the very good reason that Pussy and I 

Were dwelling alone in those rooms in the sky. 

How lonesome our lot! And how empty the chimes, 

That brought to all others the best of good times! 

How sorry one’s fate at that season of year, 

With none but a feline to join in the cheer ! 

‘* What joy it would be, oh, Kitty, my love, 

If some one would come from below or above, 

To bring us a message of Peace and Good Will, 

Relieving the Heart of its Burden of Chill,” 

Quoth I, and the truth Pussy seemed to allow, 

For she scratched her left ear, and she answered 
‘*Meow.” 

And then with a rush, and a cheer, and a roar, 

Came a hullaballoo and a cry at the door. 

‘‘Now Patsy, now Tommy, now Billie and Jim, 

On Bridget, on Nora, on Peter and Sim! 

I saw him come in quite an hour ago, 

And he has n’t gone out, that I happen to know, — 

For I’ve watched the front-door like a Bumpkin 







agape, 
And kept my left eye on the fire escape.” 

‘*Oh Pussy,” I cried as the noises grew loud, 

‘*T fear, if it’s Santa, he’s come with a crowd! 

We ’ve naught in the larder, save one Turkey leg, 

And half of a frigid left-over boiled egg; 

A handful of spinach, of butter —a pat — 

And not enough ice to give tone to the Flat.” 
When Pussy quite rudely gave voice to a spit, 
And arching her back, answered, ‘‘Santa Claus ? 

Nit! 
I know from the burr of that voice at the door, 
It ’s nobody else but our dear Janitor, — 
Jim Brannigan, King of the Mansion which we 
Confound with the Home of the Brave and the 
Free — 

At the head of his legions, a hard working crew, 

Who ’ve come up to—”’ ‘‘Do What?” and Pussy 

said, ‘‘ You! 

There ’s Pat of the Lift, and there’s Nora the Scrub; 

There ’s Mrs. Muldoon who presides at the Tub; 

There ’s Sim, the Dark Door-Man, and Peter, the Sweep; 

And Tom, the Night-Watchman, for once not asleep; 

There ’s Bill of the Boilers, and Mike of the Coals, 

And various other Expectant Young Souls, 

Who notice you not for nine-tenths of the year, 

But when Christmas approaches, are full of good cheer.” 
‘‘Oh Pussy, oh Pussy, I’m filled with alarms! 

I have n’t a penny,” I cried, ‘‘for their palms.” 
‘Then leave it to me,” answered Puss with a grin, 
As she opened the door and let the crowd in. 

Then entered a motley and smiling-faced crew, 
Of folks who ’d avoided me all the year through, 
Young Pat of the Lift, and Dame Nora the Scrub; 

And Mrs. Muldoon who presides at the Tub; 

And Sim, the Dark Door-Man, and Peter the Sweep, 

And Tom the Night-Watchman for once not asleep; 

And Bill of the Boilers, and Mike of the Coals; 

And all of the other Expectant Young Souls, 

And he at the fore, 

Was Mister J. Brannigan, Head Janitor! 

His face it was red, and his head it was red — 

That ’s granting, of course, that the Man had a Head — 
His frown was terrific, his smile it appalled; 

His Manner lacked Manners, as Manners are called; 
And back of him stood in imposing array, 

A long line of folks that filled me with dismay. 

‘« Merry Christmas,”’ they cried, ‘‘ Peace on Earth and 

Good Will.” 
Then stretched out their hands, and stood silent and still, 
They ’d not noticed my Chill. 
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‘*Merry Christmas to you,” with a tear in my eye, 

I instantly, huskily made them reply. 

‘*We thought you would like to remember us all 

In view of the season, and therefore this call,” 

Said Mr. J. Brannigan. Maybe he blushed, 

His face was so carmine it could n’t be flushed. 

‘*We knew you were tired from toiling in town, 

And have come up to you, so you need n’t come down,”’ 

He said with a smile, so lacking in guile, 

You almost believed in the man for awhile. 

I grew cold with despair, ran my hands through my hair, 

I felt in my pockets, but nothing was there; 

When up spoke the Pussy Cat, fearless and free, 

‘*The Boss has assigned all his business to me,”’ 

She announced with an arch that was stiffer than starch. 

‘*You, Pat of the Lift, may take as a gift, 

This little desk bell, may its tinkling ting 

Teach you what a bell means when it happens to ring. 

You, Nora the Scrub, take this small bar of soap, 

A cloth and this brush, with an amiable hope 

When you ’ve practiced a bit, with these gifts of my 
Lord, 

You ’Il guess at the chances for work they afford. 

And Mrs. Muldoon here ’s some collars and things, 

That show with what jangles your clothes wringer 
wrings, 

It is all that is left of a wardrobe once fine, 

That has dwindled and shrunk ’neath that soft touch 
of thine. 

The watchman? Oh, Tom, of the Somnolent head, 

We have chosen for you this piano and bed, — 

Ingenious arrangements for use in small flats, — 

Where the strings of the chords do the duty of slats; 

A folding arrangement not bad in its way, 

Full of comfort by night, full of music by day. 

’T will make your hard labors seem easy and slight, 

When you dream you are doing your duty at night. 

For Sim, the Dark-Door- Man, we ’ve chosen the tongs, 

And iron and poker and all that belongs 

To our set of small brasses, they ’re simple and few, 

But all that is brassy, dear Sim, goes to you. 

And Peter the Sweep, and Mike of the Coals, 

And Bill of the Boilers — ye merry old souls — 

Take ye our small ice-box and all it contains — 

A payment in kind for your trouble and pains.” 

And so it went on, everything I possessed, 

That Pussy Cat placed in the hands that were best, 

Till Mister J. Brannigan cried angrily, 

‘*O, I say, Mr. Cat, what ’s there in it for me?” 

I ’d wondered myself while the cat had the floor, 

What on earth there ’d be left for the poor Janitor. 

But the Pussy’s reply filled my soul with sweet peace, 

She handed the man what remained of our lease! 

‘* We rejoice to restore you,” she said, ‘‘to your throne, 

To think that at last you ’ve come into your own, 

We hope you ’ll forgive if we ’ve ever been rude, 

When we came here to live, we ’d no wish to intrude. 

But since we ’ve been here we have seen it was wrong, 

To live in your place, where we did n’t belong.” 

And then this bright cat, led me out to my hat, 

Donning which, we went forth from that beautiful flat, 

And left it to those we ’d unwittingly wronged, 

The people to whom the whole layout belonged ; 

To Pat of the Lift, and Dame Nora the Scrub; 

To Mrs. Muldoon, lovely Queen of the Tub; 

To Sim, the Dark Door-Man, and Peter the Sweep; 

To Tom, the Night-Watchman, for once not asleep; 

To Bill of the Boilers, and Mike of the Coals, 

And all of the other expectant young souls, 

The legions of Brannigan, latter day Thor, 

Who rules in the Land of the Bold Janitor. 
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A MERRIE CHRISTMAS IN YE OLDEN TIME. 












































‘*Nay, sweetheart; an ambulance. Ho, varlet,” 
to the driver, ‘‘inquire the cause of this blockade.” 

The fellow departed on his errand and returned 
with the news that a lady had dropped dead in the 
café, some hours before, of heart disease. 









SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. 


Robert Gaston de Launay Alphonse, Monsieur 
@en Brochette and Count of Paté de Foie Gras, 
encounters Jules Fagot, a low-born waiter, who is per- 
Sonating the Duke des Pommes de Terre. The latter has 
been made captive by the conspirators because he refuses to join with the chefs of 
France to place him on the throne. Count Robert, in unmasking Fagot, thoughtlessly 
appropriates the mole, the mark of identification of the real Duke, from the waiter's 
chin, and thus himself becomes the double of the Duke. At the Duke's chateau 
he ts received as the rightful owner. While there, Fagot, Isabelle, with whom 
den Brochette has failen madly in love, and the Chevalier de Brie arrive. Isabelle 
denounces Fagot, and in the midst of the confusion the real Duke arrives and confronts 
the masqueraders. Den Brochette convinces the retainers that he is the true Duke. The 
real Duke, his face hid in the famous Iron Mask of history, ts led toa donjon,and den Bro- 
chette is confronted by De Brie. The two men fight a duel, in which De Brie receives @ 
mortal thrust. D’en Brochette is about to leave the scene, when there ts a terrific explosion. 
Fagot has blown up the chateau. The wreck disgorges the real Duke's wife, prisoned for 
fourteen years. Rather than acknowledge the furious woman the Duke pleads for the 





Bastille. The King suddenly arrives and the Duke swears that he ts Fagot, the con- 
sptrator. Sentence ts pronounced, and Brochette is left the unwilling husband of the 
Duchess. Together they fare io Manchet, where Brochetle receives a summons from 


Isabelle. He finds her at a nearby villa, menaced by twenty ruffians all of whom he 
slays, with Isabelle’s aid. 


[Ep1Tor’s NoTE.—It is with regret that we have to announce a failure 
upon the part of the three collaborating authors of this romance, historical 
though it be, to agree upon the tenor of the concluding chapter of their 
story. Puck is compelled, with apologies to his readers, to print all three 
versions of the conclusion as they have been supplied to him. The situ- 
ation is a novel one and we are not aware that there is any precedent by 
which we may be governed in the matter, and the solution of the difficulty 
that we have chosen seems to be the only, as well as the shortest way, 
out of a disagreeable complication.—Ep. Puck.] 





CHAPTER XIII. 
IN WHICH M’SIEUR D’EN BROCHETTE BRINGS TO A CLOSE THE FIRST 
VOLUME OF His INCOMPARABLE MEMOIRS. 

By Bert Leston Taylor. 

Fo THE third time within the brief space of forty-eight hours I took an 

account of stock, and found myself no better off, in a worldly way, than at 
the beginning of my last series of adventures. Still did I possess my health, 
a sword, and my family name; but to the debit side of the ledger was added a 
beautiful woman, soon to be my wife; an extravagant beauty, too, if one 
might judge by her gowns and jewels. 

Before the world I was,’it is true, Duke des Pommes de Terre au Gratin, 
master of broad acres and coffers 
of gold; but with the relic of 
the real Duke still in existence, 
and pursuing me with implac- 
able passion, I had no mird © 
for further masquerade. 

In the days of which'I write, 
M’sieurs, there was but one em- 
ployment for a centimeless gen- 
tleman — his sword. Now, inall 
France was there no mote honest 
and industrious swordsman than 

- myself, and whether [ worked by 
the hour or the piece, I put my” 
heart into my employ and gave 
good value for every franc of re- 
muneration. But at the'ruling wage, 
even for skilled workmen, I could not hope 
to maintain in luxury a. wife so highly - 
born as Isabelle, and the highest class of 
work, the unmasking of conspiracies 
against the King, usually rewarded with 
‘a title and a great sum of money, was. 
distributed by chance, and as often as 
not fell to the least deserving. The morrow, 
the week, might bring me such employ. ~ But 
the day, the instant, pressed. I was without a 
sou, and Isabelle’s suggestion of breakfast threw me into a profound melancholy, 
As we left the villa, deserted save for the stiffening corpses on the stair, I 
hailed a passing fiacre and bade the charioteer drive to the nearest café, 
promising him an extra thrust from my rapier if he made haste. In the pre- 
occupation induced by the state of my finances and my solicitude for Isabelle, 
who was sleeping soundly on my shoulder, I did not remark the direction in 
which we were proceeding. Presently the fiacre stopped, and looking out I 
beheld the café in which I had left the Duchess. An ambulance was backed 


“ Ho, varlet, ... 


up at the curb and a great crowd was gathered. 
‘*What is wrong, Alphonse?”’ murmured Isabelle, sleepily. 
buscade?”’ 
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inquire the cause of this blockade.” 


‘‘Her name, scoundrel!” I cried, a great hope 
leaping within me. ‘‘ Did s’t learn her name?” 

‘* Oui, M’sieur,” he replied. ‘‘The unfortunate lady was the Duchess des 
Pommes de Terre au Gratin.” 





* 
* 7 


My tale is done. ’T is the story of two days in a lifetime of romance, 
much of it historical — the first volume of my incomparable memoirs. 

I take leave of you now as the Duke des Pommes de Terre au Gratin, 
husband of the new and beautiful Duchess Isabelle, Chatelaine of Castle Bro- 
chette — a name that piques the curiosity of all France, which marvels whence 
and why I chose it. 

How in one fleeting year I was widowed, and careless of life sought balm 
for my great grief in the wars the King waged against all Europe; how I 
fought under Condé and turned the sword aimed at his heart in the thick of the 
conflict; how in my King’s fourth war I undertook a perilous mission in his 
behalf that led me to Madrid, and how I became the husband of the glorious 
Inez of Arragon, — these things, M’sieurs, will be found set down in succeed- 
ing volumes of memoirs, sold only by subscription. Permit me to recommend 
the set in half-levant, edition de luxe, each copy of which is numbered. 

M’sieurs, I drink your good health, and for the time —adieu! 

(Tue ENp.] 





CHAPTER XIII. 


IN WHICH APPEAR Two PoRTRAITS, PLUS A FAMILY HEIRLOOM. 
By Arthur H. Folwell. 
A PAIR OF centuries, plus several years, glide swiftly away. 
‘* And is this his picture, Grandpa; really and truly?” asked a grave-faced 
boy of a bent old man. 
“*Yes, Brochette,”’ 
and truly.” 


the old man responded. ‘‘This is his picture, really 

They were standing, these two, before the Portrait of a Gentleman; 
a quaint portrait, and, moreover, the portrait of an exceptionally quaint person, 
judged by modern standards. A plumed hat, wide of brim, sat jauntily upon 


a luxuriance of fine hair, while below the haughty, striking face and its crisp, 
challenging moustachios was a ruff like a fluted grindstone, which rested 
proudly, even arrogantly, upon the Gentleman’s broad shoulders. 

Opposite this portrait there hung on the wall another; the Portrait of a 
Lady. The Lady, also, wore a plumed hat, wide of brim, and her hair, though 
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differently arranged, 
abundant 


was quite as 
as the Gentleman’s. 
Besides, and again like her 
framed companion, she was 
seen emerging from a ruff. 
Hj The patrician character, both 

of the Lady and the Gentleman, 
no one who saw the portraits — 
1} —_ newly come fresh from a skilled 
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trait, andthatishers. They are 
your honored ancestors; yours 
and mine; the layers of our 
family’s foundation in America.” 
The boy regarded them with 

wondering respect. 
**T ve heard it,” he said, ‘‘a 
great many times, but I can not 
remember, somehow, more than half 
of itnow. Letmesee. This was Mr. 
and Mrs. Huevospasadaparagua, was n’t 

it, Grandpa?” 

The old man smiled — as who could help? 

‘*Not Mr. and Mrs, Brochette,” said he, 
gently chiding. ‘‘Say rather, Huevos Pasada 
par Agua, Count of Paté de Fois Gras and Marquis presumptive of the estates 
of Pollio Grill in Spain, and Isabelle, his wife.” 

The old man, small need to add, had a Family Tree of no mean girth— 
a veritable lord, in fact, of the Forest Genealogical. 

‘* And when they came to America,”’ the little fellow continued, ‘‘did they 
come in the first cabin, Grandpa, with a stateroom way up high on the prom- 
enade deck, like the one we had last summer? ”’ 

“Yes, yes,” said the other, absently. ‘‘Or rather, no. The promenade 
deck was not for those times, my boy. Our family’s founder and his charming 
bride had a stateroom, I dare say, near the stern-post, with the rudder chains 
creaking and clanking near their heads. But I du not know; I do not know, 
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“ This is his picture, really and truly.” 








Brochette. Your Gran’- 
dad, sir, is getting old and 
forgetful.” 
‘*But tell me. When did 
Mr.——I mean our family’s 
founder — first meet Mrs. 
——I should say, that is— 
er—our family’s found- 
ress?” 

‘*The beauteous Isa- 
belle, no doubt you mean, 
my boy. Ah!” said his 
grandfather. ‘‘That was 

what they called her: The 
beauteous Isabelle! She 
was married, I believe, 
somewhat hastily to the 
Count. There are blanks 
in our family history 
which no one now can 
fill, and one of them oc- 
curs unfortunately at the 
very period of their nup- 
tials. The elaborate wed- 
ding feast and ceremony seem, 
in this case, to have been strangely 
omitted. 
‘*The story is told of the Count 
and Isabelle that they traveled in 
great haste to Paris from some- 
where or other and thence to Calais, 
pursued for some reason, it is said, 
by an infuriated dame. Who this 
woman was and why she pursued them, 
there is no record left to show. I know only of the pursuit; and remember 
seeing in my boyhood an old journal of the Count’s, written in French, wherein 
the strange woman’s rage was described with graphic humor. She stood, it 
seems, on the dock at Calais and shook her fist wildly at the departing ship, 
screaming and ranting the while in impotent fury.” 

“How funny!” cried the boy. ‘‘I should like to have been there, 
grandpa; would n't you?” 

‘*On the ship, perhaps, my boy, but not on the dock,” was the old man’s 
prudent comment. : 

‘*Oh, grandpa,” then exclaimed the child, a new thought striking him 
suddenly, ‘‘haven’t you got in your big cabinet anything to remember them 
by? Something they left, you know.” 

‘You have hit upon my life puzzle, Brochette,” said he, gravely. 
**Come.” 

Leading the way to the lighted library, he unlocked a drawer and from it 
withdrew a small, carved box. Within it lay a tiny package, silken in its 
wrappings. The latter, outspread, disclosed to view a dry speck of something 
— something round and hard like a bit of baked clay. 

‘‘And what is it, Grandpa?’ asked the boy, wonderingly. 

The old man shook his head. 

‘*It was his,” said he, pointing toward the Portrait of a Gentleman; ‘‘ but 
what it is I can not tell. This goes with it—it is his handwriting.” 

The boy looked at the now faded parchment and read hesitatingly: 
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Found by Isabelle in the pocket of my best hose, five days out of 
Calais, aboard the good ship, Mayonnaise. "IT would seem as though 
I ne’er could lose it. 


They laid the thing on the library table and regarded it together. 

‘*Why, I tell you what it looks like, Grandpa,”’ the boy said,- laughingly. 
‘It looks just like a mole that came off.” 

The old man smiled at this flash of childish fancy. 


(THE END.] 





CHAPTER XIII. 
In WHICH OuR HERO SEEs His FINIsH. 
By John Kendrick Bangs. 


LAs, that I, Huevos Pasada Par Agua, should have to record the dire misery 

of that which was to follow. Has ever a gallant heart been called upon 

to narrate such woeful happenings as now befell? I trow not; and yet, from 

the beginning of these Memoirs to this, the end, I have swerved not from the 

path of truth. Destiny, human destiny, is a thing that man may not evade, and 

here in my last chapter must be set down the terrible story of defeat at the 
moment of triumph —yet what a happy death — but I anticipate. 

It was into a cold gray dawn that Isabelle and I, our enemies, the hireling 
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swashbucklers of an unidentified foe, laid low in death, now escaped. The 
garden was deserted, save by an occasional tree-toad who sent up his melan- 
choly song to greet the dawning day, and no impediment to a happy ending to 
the troublous courtship of my love seemed to intervene — but who can tell what 
the future hath in store! Standing on the brink of happiness, the next 
moment my beloved companion and I were hurled into eternity. 

With the fleet foot of the hind we sped down the path, to the gate issuing 
upon the highway to Paris and the nuptial hour, when suddenly with a crack- 
ling sound and a sudden crash the ground gave way beneath our feet, and ere 
we knew what had come about, the fair lady and I had fallen into a deep pit 
half filled with water whose depth went down and down and down into the 
abysmal bowels of the earth. 

*<Help, my Huevos!” came the startled cry from Isabelle as she sank into 
the turgid waters. ‘‘I am sink—” 

The appeal was never finished, a mere gurgle blotting out forever that 
beloved voice. 

Frenzied with my impotence to help her I too went under, and, foregad, it 
seemed as though I ne’er should rise again. But my moment was not yet 
come, for with a few strokes of my arms, and kicks with my heels, I came again 
to the scum-covered surface of the pool, where I called right lustily for help. A 
mocking laugh was the sole answer, and I was thrust under by a garden rake 
in the hands.of one whom through the growing light of day I perceived to be 
none other than the deserted true Duchess of Pommes de Terre. 

‘*By the sacred tooth of Navarre,” I gurgled as I went down the second 
time, ‘‘if Isabelle and I unwed must rest our bones forever at the bottom of 
this slimy pool, no future age shall make scandal of the fact, for we shall not 
go to death unchaperoned.”’ ; 

With which, reaching upward, I seized the rake’s end and with one dex- 
trous jerk pulled the unwieldy Duchess herself into the pit, shrieking and 
imploring Heaven to save her to the end. 

Again, because of this movement, I rose to the surface, perceiving-the 
Duchess floundering down past me, as sputtering I once more breathed, my 
head well above the waters. But, alas, no more breath was left me to call 
again for help, and for the third and last time I sank —down, down, down into 
the depths never to rise again, but to rest through all eternity by the side of my 
heart’s best treasure, my Isabelle. 

A dreadful end in truth; but what could be happier than that cool grot, 
far removed from the turmoil of life, beside the form of her I loved so true, 
there to lie until that last 
dread day when all are sum- 
moned before the judgment 
seat? A kindly fate let my 
now lifeless corpse down to 
the spot where that of Isa- 
belle lay still and strangely 
beautiful, and then —the 
end. Iwasnomore! The 
Duchess caught some 
twenty feet under upon a 
shelving rock, so that no 
discordant intrusion on our 
death- embrace was ever to 
be feared. 


Gentle reader, ’t was two 
hundred years before our 
bleaching bones were found 
by dredgers clearing away 
the pool. ._By them the 
romance of our days was- 
well respected, for instead 
of parting us, as well they 
might have done, our bones 
were tenderly placed else- 
where, and together; and 
that is why you, in passing 
through the Convent yard 
of Mére la Chaise, will see 
to-day one small mound 
marked by a simple stone 
upon which are inscribed 
the words: 





J pulled the unwieldy Duchess herself into the pit. 





LES AMANTS INCONNUS 


FOUND DROWNED. 











It is the grave, dear reader, of the lovely Isabelle and myself, Robert 
Gaston de Launay Alphonse, Marquis of Paté de Foie Gras and Heir Presump- 
tive to the Estate of Huevos Pasada par Agua in old Castile. 

(THE END.] 




















TO MISS PRECOCITY. 
A WARNING. 


Y¥, ere you harbor this insidious doubt 
That would unmake the Saint long praised to me, 
Reflect what Christmases would be without 
These evidences of his entity: 
This doll —that lacks but speech to be alive! 
’ This china—that might shine at grown-up teas! 
This sled, these skates, — what other could contrive 
Such bright, bewildering wonderments as these? 


It’s hard to understand? I know it is! 
The journey from far north, the mystic way 

In which he comes and goes. The secret ’s his. 
Perhaps you ’ll have it from himself some day ! 

But mow, see brother mount his fine, new steed 
In all the rapture of unshaken faith. 

Renew your own and smile —a smile indeed 
Less pitiably like the old one’s wraith. 


Iconoclast at eight! What will you be 
When life’s decline you wearifully press? 
O learn, learn now, to hold tenaciously 
To everything that makes for happiness! 
And mark me well: When in ¢his unbelief 
You are confirmed irrevocably —then, 
Though Santa Claus may sigh and share your grief, 
He'll never, never come to you again ! 


Edward W. Barnard. 
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THE CHRISTMAS CROP. 


‘* How glad am I that Christmas trees 


HIS IDEA OF IT. 


“ [§ THERE anything about me to make you think you could mis- 
take me for a monarch of the forest?” demanded Hottun, 
excitedly. 
I shook my head wonderingly. 
“Do I resemble an umbrageous shade to any alarming ex- 


In Delaware don't grow ; 
For then the Christmas fruit might freeze, 
As peaches do, you know.”’ 


tent ?” WORTHY OF PATRONAGE. 
Again I slowly shook my head. B* Jiminy !” triumphantly ejaculated a more or less moss-grown 
“Do you think that if you gave all your mind to it, you could citizen of Pruntytown, in the midst of his perusal of a red 


distinguish me from the balmy and yellow leaflet. “I'm go. 
odors of a pine forest ?” ; in’ to the show at the Op'ry 

I nodded vehemently. House to-morrow night, let 

“Do I look exactly like a the chips fall where they hap- 
frivolous and sprightly ever- pen to, as the feller said. This 
green of any kind or species?” ‘ere hand-bill says that ‘ Miss 

Once more I shook my Agnes Ammidon, the talented 
head. emotional actress, will posi- 

“To you believe there is tively appear in three pieces,’ 
any benighted Sunday-school durin’ the evenin’. And— 
in all this broad land where I I — gol! —I sh’u’d presume 
could be stuck up in one cor- she zs talented if she can do 
ner and the children deluded that; and it ain’t surprisin’ 
into believing I was a blooming that she’s emotional, either, 
Christmas tree ?” come to think about it.” 

“I do not,” I asseverated, 
decidedly. 

“Then,” demanded Hot- 
tun, drawing a long breath of 
relief, ‘what do you suppose 
ails the poison lot of female 
relatives I’ve got, anyhow ?” 

“Why, do they want to 
chop you up into kindling 
wood ?” I asked, making a 
wild guess at his trouble. 

“Nope,” he replied. “But 
I ’ve been looking over the 
stuff they sent me for Christ- 
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A VALID EXCUSE. 


peg ety Are you going 
to hang up your stock. 


ings this year ? 

Guisson.— No, indeed; 
too old. 

BLipson.— Nonsense, you 
re not old. 

Gipson. — No, but my 
stockings are. 


LOUDER THAN WORDS. 
mas presents, and I don’t know ELLY.— Con Cooney wor 
what they did send such a bunch “i : K pinched this afthernoon for 
of foolish ribbons and laces and EXPLICIT INSTRUCTIONS. intimidatin’ a sthrike-breaker. 
frills and furbelows and fussings Wetcu.— Ye don’t tell me? An’ 
for, anyhow, unless they are pos- phwat passed between thim ? 
sessed with the wild and woolly idea Ketiy.— Wan brick! 

that I’m going to trim up as a dod- 
gasted Christmas tree?” 





SANTA CLaus.—Ha! Ila! Here’s the usual list of urgent 
necessities, I suppose. Let ’s see (reading), ‘‘Dear Santy: De 
inclosed stockin’ is mine. Me little brudder Jimmy ain’t got any 
ter hang up er odderwise, but would like a stockin’-full, too, so : ae 
please use mine ter measure it wit’ an’ den dump hisn on de floor Te PEN Is not mightier than the 
Alex, Ricketts. an’ oblige yours trooly, Swipsey Dugan.” sword when there is no ink, 
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ANGEL OF PEACE.—I do hope 
those two fellows will soon finish 
their quarrel. I’ve been waiting 
here under the mistletoe ever so 
long for them. 
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Santa ff 
Lucky 
balloon 


SANTA CLaus.—There! I guess ¢ha¢ will suit 
Miss Society better than anything else. 





FATHER KNICKERBOCKE 
to my new city under the gr 
sooty chimneys for you to sq 
now get in on the ‘ground #] 


} 
CHRISTMAS, 
} 





SANTA CLAUS (after having done the 
circuit).— I now clearly see that I will have to ‘‘get a move” on me by next 
Christmas to do something for a long suffering public. 


‘HER KNICKERBOCKER.— Welcome old friend 
yw city under the yround. No more narrow, 
imneys for you to squeeze through. You can 
in on the ‘ground floor” all over town. 


Bringing in the plum pudding. A few political Christmas ‘‘ waits.” 


} 


[RISTMAS, 1904, 
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A CHRISTMAS CALL DOWN. 


oR Many hours, busy, hustling hours, it had been Christmas 

Eve. Now it was well-nigh Christmas dawn. Santa 

Claus’s sleigh, clear of its cargo, was gliding homeward 

in charge of a caretaker, Santa himself having stepped 
off at three for a much-needed rest at Hot Springs. 
Santa Claus’s sleigh was in merry mood, complacent as well. 
“TI ’m by long odds,” it thought, “the most famous vehicle 

in the world. There’s no one, I think, who ’ll dispute that. 

What ’s the automobile compared with me? Or the Pullman 
coach? Or even the—” 

With considerable force, Santa Claus’s sleigh and something 
else collided. It was not a serious collision —merely a scraping 
of snow-flecked runners against a pair of slow-turning, tired-out 
wheels. 

“You should look where you ’re revolving,” cried the 
sleigh, sharply, though not ill-naturedly. “I’m not accustomed 
to obstructions on Christmas Eve, my friend, and I’d thank you 
another time to be more careful.” 

“Who are.you, anyway?” asked the thing to which the: wheels 
were fastened, a dark, unpretentious vehicle, drawn by one plodding 
horse. 
“Who am I?” repeated the other proudly, arching its forward 
runners as it spoke. “Why, I ’m Santa Claus’s sleigh—on Christ- 
mas Eve the busiest thing that moves, and I fancy, the most popular.” 

“ Humph!” said the dark, unpretentious vehicle. ‘“ Well, Santa 
Claus’s sleigh, I ’ll tell you what 7 am. I did n’t amount to much 
once, it’s true. Once had you run into me on Christmas or any 
other eve, I should probably have apologized, but now—now I 
don’t.” 

Santa Claus’s sleigh here creaked with amazement. This from 
a prowling, four-wheeled reprobate—and on Christmas Eve! 

“Yes,” continued the unpretentious vehicle, “now I don’t. You 
should make way for me; not I, for you. Your Christmas work is 
on Christmas Eve only. Mine is laid out for me, day as well as 
dark. You bring Christmas gifts the night before Christmas. .1— 
Oh, how my wheels do ache !—have been bringing. them, bringing 
them, weeks before Christmas. Lastly, when you have finished with 
one load, you ’re through and can go home, but me they roll back 
for another, and yet another. 

“Santa Claus!” sniffed the dark, unpretentious vehicle. “ Why, 
you ’re only playing Santa Claus, Santa Claus’s sleigh!” 









braggart ?” 


a chuckle. 





FINANCIAL NOTE. 


‘‘T met that rich Mrs. Newcoyne to-day. And I could n’t help 
thinking—”’ 

“eo Yes.” 

**—that sometimes when money talks, it uses very bad English.” 














A USEFUL GOAT. 


CasEY.— Oi bought me little bye, Timmy, a goat fer Christmas. 

Do1in.— Phat else did Timmy get? 

CasEY.— Nawthin’. 
he ate every other present but th’ tub. 


Oi tied th’ goat to the Christmas tree and 





So dumbfoundered had the sleigh become that it could only 
gasp: “In the name of Christmas, who and what are you, arrogant 


“IT ’m a department store delivery wagon,” said the other, with 


“Santa Claus, forsooth!” A. H. F. 


THE DEACON’S CHRISTMAS DINNER. 


Ww" Mars’ Tom! Did Ah hab turkey ? 
Ax dat question Chris’mas day — 
’T wouldn’t nohow seem lack Chris’mas 
Ef Ah did n’t — whut yo’ say? 


Did n’t know Ah raised no turkeys, 
’*Less Ah raised ’um off de perch?— 
Ain’t dem scan’lous ’sinuations 
Ter er Deacon ob de church? 


‘Yo’ dun miss er big fat gobbler?” 
*Speck some varmint tote him ’way — 
*Low hit war er ’coon er ‘possum, 
Er er mink — whut dat yo’ say ? 


‘Knows hit war er ‘coon’ fer sartin, 
’Cause de tracks war ’round de tree, 
An’ yo’ foun’ somebody’s pra’t-book ” — 

Whut dat got ter do wid me? 


‘* Whar war Ah de night ’fo’ Christmas ?” 
Now, Mars’ Tom, dat sho ajn’t right, 
Fer ter ax, whar war er Deacon, 
On de day-’fo’-Chris’mas night! 
Emmett Campbell Hall. 


THE RURAL EMPORIUM. 


“| p’ KNow of another place on the face of 
the earth where it ’s easier to trade than ’t 
’s at Hi Price’s store, over t’ Squantum,” said 
Uncle Timrod Tarpy, with his accustomed philo-ac rid- 
ity. ‘While it's about as‘seldom as hens’-teeth that 
you can find just what you want there, you can ’most 
always find exactly what you don’t want — and at fair 
and livin’ prices, tu.” 
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Dyaatels ave Concessions 
Amounting to Over 


FIVE MILLION DOLLARS 
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The Prudential 


A Company Which is Actually Paying Out 
More Than its Obligations. The Best Guarantee 
of Liberal Treatment. 


. Write for Policy Rates To day for Yourself or Your Family. Dept. P. 


THE PRUDENTIAL INSURANCE CO. OF AMERICA 
JOHN F. DRYDEN, Prest. Home Office: NEWARK, N.J. 





INCORPORATED AS A STOCK COMPANY BY THE STATE OF NEW JERSEY. 
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MANY wise club stewards find — 


it more satisfactory to serve 
CLUB COGKTAILS instead of 
guesswork kind. - 

No guesswork cocktail can pre- 
sent so perfect a result as CLUB 
COCKTAILS. . The choicest of 
liquors, their exquisite. propor- 
tions and the necessary agein 
make CLUB brand the cocktai 
par excellence. 

Just strain through cracked ice. 

Seven kinds—Manhattan, Mar- 
tini, Vermouth, Whiskey, Holland 
Gin, Tom Gin and York. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors 
Hartford New. York’ London 
Ra iecerenie e) 





THE Vossische. Zeitung. says that 
Parker failed of election ‘because he 
“could not stem the tide of imperialistic 
passion.” And. the Judge is sucha 
corking good swimmer, too. 

ie 

A BIG NAVY is a certain preserver of 
peace, or said to be. Secretary Mor- 
ton’s naval estimates call for $114,- 
530,000, U. S. currency. . Peace, via 
battleships, is more or less expensive. 





THE REAL CHARTREUSE 

The ‘‘London Mail’ states that the 
French Government: threatens to appear in 
a new réle—that of conniving ‘at the manu- 
facture of a spurious Chartreuse. When 
the Association’s Bill forced the monks of 
La Grande Chartreuse to. seek’ refuge in 
Spain, the label and trade-mark of the 
Chartreuse liqueur were‘ appropriated by 
the Government, which has» now. granted 
the right of using them to-a leading firm 
of French distillers,. Messrs. Cusenir. A 
sample of the. so-called Chartreuse not 
made by the monks: has already reached 
this country. It is of the familiar green 
and yellow tinge,» and consists of. an ex: 
tract to which brandy is added. A special 
cable to the Baltimore ‘‘Sunday Herald” 
on November 19’ states that Parisian con: 
noisseurs declare the spurious’ product a 
poor concoction~and absolutely: refuse to 
drink it. The steps taken by the monks to 
protect themselves. have been radical. 


Though they might. have ‘used the old label 


in Spain, they have entirely abandoned it. 
The new label bears the*following inscrip- 
tion: ‘‘ Liqueur Fabriquee‘a Tarragone par 
les Peres Chartreux:’”’ Lovers of the famous 
liqueur must, when the old ‘stock is ex- 
hausted, look out for the word ‘‘ Tarragone”’ 
on the label of :the bottle as proving the 
contents to have been made at Tarragone, 
Spain, the Fathers’ new domicile. The 
monks aver that their secret has been faith- 
fully preserved, and«that it is impossible to 
produce the genuine article without their 
300-year-old recipe. 

















WILSON 
WHISKEY 


THAT’S ALL! 











New York is. to*have a municipal lighting plant again. How many times 

does this make? 
at . 

Or course if Russia and Japan cannot agree upon the future ownership 
of Port Arthur, Germany will consent ‘to occupy it.. Anything for a quiet life, 
is the Kaiser’s motto. 

# 

CawkEr City, Kan., claims more happily mated people -than any other 
1200 town in the country. 
men are happy and contented, despite the presence of. women’s clubs. The 
surprise is that, with women’s clubs, its women are happy and contented. 
Cawker is indeed a corker. 
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NOT A SETTER AT THAT. 


THE Fox-TERRIER.—These:air-cushions are. very comfortable. 
THE Puc.—Are they? I never felt the need of one. 





Brain and brawn benefited with a tonic which aids 
digestion — Abbott's Angostura Bitters are noted for 
their digestive properties. All druggists. 





THE MAN, who stole popular songs and was subsequently arrested, should 


enter a plea of insanity. Any man is crazy who would steal a “popular” song. | 


® 

IN TRYING to escape capture, a New York thief plunged boldly through 
three skylights. Referred respectfully to Theodore Kremer as a good stunt 
for a hero. 

# 

A ciTizEN of Chicago has applied for an injunction to restrain his wife 
from talking. Confidence in our courts can never quite die out while such 
child-like faith in their power exists. 

# 

THe -English writer, Walter:B. Harris, whom Moorish Ben-M’sur bandits 

tried to capture recently, should request: Great Britain to: hold in instant readi- 


‘ness the cablegram, “ Harris alive or the Ben-M’Surs all dead.” 


‘ * 
Because the bricks in the new Reichsbank Building at Danzig came from 
a tile-works on one of the Kaiser’s estates, the Deutsche Free Press says that 
the matter deserves attention. Shucks! Can’t Wilhelm have a quiet little graf 


| once in a while without a hurrah-boys being raised about it ? 


It is not surprising as. claimed, however, that its | 


| 








How To Do lt 
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Ist- 


If you have a thing, make sure by 
every reliable test that it is the best. 


2d 


Make sure ‘it gratifies and satisfies, 
for then it cannot disappoint. 


3d 


Let all the world know what you 
have. For example, 


Hunter 
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is the perfect whiskey and all the 
World knows it. 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAIIAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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The Original Drawing of any Illustration 
in PUCK may be bought by persons 
who desire 


A Fine Christmas Present. 
A Suitable Euchre Party Prize.. 


An Appropriate Picture- for the Parlor, 
Library or “Den.” 


Or who wish to uSe them for decorative 
purposes generaily. 

Price, Size and Character of Drawing 
will be sent on application. 

Give number of Puck and Page, and 


address 
PUCK, NEW YORK. 
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Most PERFECT 
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Biock Sicnats on THE New York CEeEnTRAL. 
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PUCKERINGS. 


GeneRAL MILEs will now be photographed as Adjutant-General of Mas- 
sachusetts. It ’s about time for another “latest.” 


® 


SECRETARY TarFT says that Panama is a great little country. So itis. It 


stretches from the Atlantic to the Pacific, just like we do—only it is n’t quite so 
long a stretch. 
& 
THE Boy. whose birthday is the twenty-fourth, twenty-fifth or twenty-sixth 
of this month has our extreme sympathy. It’s tough not to know a birth- 


day present from a Christmas gift. 
# 


Younc Mr. ROCKEFELLER is said to be all tired out by too close appli- 


cation to finance and religion. It is a combination that would break any man’s | 


health, if he played both to the limit. 
# 


A LETTER addressed to Santa Claus, care of Lieutenant Peary, North Pole, 
was returned as “fictitious” by a postal clerk. Does this mean that Peary, in the 
clerk’s humble opinion, will never reach the Pole? 

# 

A TABLET marks the exact spot where Washington embarked from New 
York in 1783. Tammany Hall should now erect one, showing Croker’s exact 
“spot” ere he sailed for the moated grange in tgo1. 

# 

Tue Rev. A. C. Dixon, once of Brooklyn and now of Boston, says that one 
may play croquet, checkers and ping-pong and “not be smirched by evil asso- 
ciations.” What ’s the matter with jack-straws, Dominie? : 

# 

BryAN, according to Watson, will be Democracy’s candidate in 1908. 
Also, according to Watson, he will be the Belmont-Cleveland candidate. Well 
may Bryan exclaim at this: “ Et tu quoque, me Tommy !” 

Ea 

For THE Slocum heroes, 110 medals and 185 certificates are to be granted. 
Neither medals nor certificates will be awarded the Slocum rascals, the saw-dust 
life preserver clique, et al.; and it is said they feel their punishment very keenly. 

# 

ARBITRATION TREATIES have become so common of late, a contem- 
porary complains, that nobody takes any notice of them. Perhaps it is be- 
cause all nations are convinced that, a first-rate provocation at hand, arbitra- 
tion treaties will never prevent a fight. 
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Can be chosen as your 
daily beverage with 
every assurance that its 
use conserves good 
health, good appetite 
and good living, for 
it represents the , 
highest attainment 
of purity in brewing 


HIGH LIFE can 
now be had onall . 
dining cars and « 
st ip lines, in 
leading hotels and 
cafes. Ask for it by 
name—HIGH LIFE 


Milwaukee Beer 


Miller Brewing Co., Milwaukee 








BOKER’S BITTERS — 


Antidyspeptic, A tonic, an appetizer and a delicacy in mixed drinks. 








Sr. PETERSBURG now fears the fall of Port Arthur. If St. Petersburg has 








I. W. Harper 
Rye 


“On Every Tongue.” 


For gentlemen who appreciate quality ; for the weak who need to be 
strengthened; for the careful physician who requires purity; for every- 
body who knows a good thing. Sold by leading dealers everywhere. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING CO., Louisville, Ky. 








read the American papers right along, it can’t say it has n’t had fair warning. 
Peruars only one side “recipro- | 
cates” in Senator Fairbanks’ conception 
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# a + 
THE Lewis & Clark exposition in ON CREDITS 


Oregon next year is to be opened with 
an ode. Here’s the sincere hope that 


: : ; , d make 8 TO «20 
it will not be closed with an owed. o100 You muny select ang’ 
Diamond or Watch from our Christmas 
# Catalogue and have it sent on apetoval. 
> " and wait to keep it, pay one-fifth of the 

HEY HAVE started hazing, man | __ the balance to us in eight 

tyle, in several of the girls’ colleges anytime, We have 
style, z ‘ girls ; ges. the St. Louis Universal Exposition in competition with 
Next thing, instead of a cane and free exhibitors from all over the world. Please write for 


or a bowl fight, they will likely hold a | goods. We pay expresschargen. SS nuns °UF 
parasol rush or a kimona scrap. OFT 









We pa 
TIS BROS. & CO., Kitetectiring Jerctore 
pt. P. 50, 9% te 98 State St., Ohicago, Ill, 
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| Puck's Wew Christmas Card... 


Those of our readers who, in former years, have made their friends a Christmas Present 
of a Year’s Subscription to PUCK, will be glad to know that we have a New Presentation 
Card this year. It is designed by Mr. F. A. Nankivell, and is a beautiful example of 
color-printing. 


The Best Christmas Present— 
BH Wear’s Subscription to Puck and 
Puck’s Christmas Card. 


Many people have, no doubt, often thought of a subscription to PUCK as A Suitable 
Christmas Present, but have refrained from giving it, owing to the difficulty of making the 
presentation. The usual plan has been to present a receipted bill from the publishers ; but 
as this is like pritieg the price-mark on a present, that pian has never been ae me It 
remained for PUCK to overcome this difficulty. If you desire to present a subscription to 
PUCK to anybody, send us five dollars, and his (or her) name and address, which will be 
entered in our Subscription book for one year, and receive from us by return of mail a 
Card, of which the reduced sketch shown herewith gives the design in outline. 

This Card, (size 74% x 5% inches,) printed in five colors and gold, is truly a work of art, 
worthy of a place in an Album, or to be framed, thus being a perpetual reminder of the 
giver. The names of the giver and receiver are prinéed on the card as indicated. 





Row, bere is something tangible to give; 

To send by mail to distant dear ones; 

To put in the stocking, or to lay under the ¥mas tree. 
Remember, there is no charge for the Card (which, by the way, comesin a fine envelope), 


nor for the printing in of the names; our only aim is to show our friends a unique way of 
making A Suitable Christmas Present. Address PUCK, New York. 
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Lea & Perrins Sauce 


THE ORIGINAL WORCESTERSHIRE 


HAS THE ENTREE INTO THE BEST SOCIETY. 


2 TAS 


X KG kL 
Fiera un 18. 
Good cooking is not merely combining in- 
gredients, but giving them just the right 
seasoning to make them appetizing. Soups, 
Fish, Roast Beef and Gravies are given a 
delicious flavor by adding 
LEA @ PERRINS’ SAUCE 


. The Original Worcestershire 
JOHN DUNCAN'S SONS, Agents, NEW YORK. 


—-_ 

















\ANAURIDUS WAITING 


BALL-POINTED PENS (“/ttt'*) 


Patent. 


BALL-POINTED Suitable for writing in every position; glide over 

eheBee AD aes. any paper; never scratch or spurt. 

Made in England of the finest Sheffield rolled steel, BaLt-PoinTED 
Pens are more duraédle, and are ahead of all others 


FOR EASY WRITING, 





Buy an assorted sample box of 24 pens for 25 cts., and choose 
a pen to suit your hand, Having found one, stick to it! 





POST FREE FROM 
H. BAINBRIDGE & CO., 99 William Street, New York, 
or any Stationery Store. 








Unlimited comforts are provided on The 


California 
Limited 


Compartment Pullmans for those who 
seek seclusion; Observation Pullmans for 
those who wish to view the passing show; 
Buffet-smoking cars for those who enjoy 
club luxuries. © 





Daily, Chicago to Los Angeles and ‘Frisco, 
through Southwest Land of Encliaditment. 
Santa Fe All the Way. iy 











services of a minister ? 


sentence me ter be married, did he? 


WATSON BRYANQUE. 


—2 Party ’s down,” said Tom to Bill, 
“A long way down, old friend; but still 
If honest issues forth are brought, 
Our efforts cannot count for naught; 
And victory a crown will press 
Upon our raven loveliness, 
The while she whispers soft, ‘Success !’ 
Some man, of course, the initiative 
Must take ’gainst things conservative, 
And this place, comrade, you ’ll admit, 
Should go to one equipped for it. 
“Precisely. Me.” Said Bill, said he. 
“Quite right,” said Tom. “You've guessed it. 





Me.” 


“We need a man,” said Bill to Tom, 

“Whose lungs can sound a loud alarm, 

And make the scattered forces one, 

As did Revere at Lexington. 

A man we need — nay, have we must — 

Who ne’er was known to bite the dust, 

When fighting for an object just. 

A man in whom our clans rejoice; 

A man’ for whom they ’Il raise their voice; 

In short, dear friend, the man desired 

Is one, in speech and acts, inspired.” 
‘Precisely. Me,” said Tom, said he. 


“Quite right,” said Bill, “you ’ve guessed it. Me.” 


And when at last,” said Tom to Bill, 
“That day arrives — arrive it will — 
When all the country broad resounds 
With merry bi-metallic sounds; 
When faithful souls, by scores, shall stand 
Within, at last, the Promised Land, 
And Plutocrats, bound foot and hand, 
Shall squirm in rows; that day will bring 
A happy end to every thing 
That vexes now; and whoops long pent 
Shall greet our new-made President.” 
“Precisely. Me,” said Bill, said he. 
“Quite right,” said Tom. ‘You ’ve guessed it. 


Me.” 














WHY HE SHUDDERED. | 
WARDEN (just before the execution).—Would n’t you like the 





Convict (shuddering).— Heavens, no! De judge did n’t 








Vy 








Live the 
Simple Life 


BY DRINKING 





esch. 
ers, TAMPA, Fla. 
Sold by ne Class ay Everywhere. 


= 
A. SANTAEL 








WASHINGTON. 





Holiday Tour via Pennsylvania Railroad. 


December 27 has been selected as the date 
for the Personally-Conducted Holiday Tour 
of the Pennsylvania Railroad to Washington. 
This tour will cover a period of three days, 
affording ample time to visit all the principal 
points of interest at the National Capital, 
including the Congressional Library and the 
new Corcoran Art Gallery. Rate, covering 
railroad transportation for the round trip and 
hotel accommodations, $14.50 or $12.00 
from New York, $13.00 or $10.50 from 
Trenton, and proportionate rates from other 
points, according to hotel selected. Rates 
cover accommodations at hotel for two days. 
Special side trip to Mount Vernon. 

All tickets good for ten days, with special 
hotel rates after expiration of hotel coupon. 

For itineraries and full information apply 
to Ticket Agents; C. Studds, Assistant 
Eastern Passenger Agent, 263 Fifth Avenue, 
New York; or address Geo. W. Boyd, Gen- 
eral Passenger Agent, Broad Street Station, 
Philadelphia. 


‘BOUND VOLUMES 
| OF PUCK 


| make a 


Handsome Addition 
TO ANY LIBRARY ! 


SEND IN YOUR ORDER NOW 
FOR YEAR 


1904 Complete 
BOUND IN TWO VOLUMES 
Cloth, $7.50 
| In Half Morocco, $9.00 
| Wealso bind Subscribers’ Copies, in Cloth, 


| at $1.25, or, in Half Morocco, at $2.00 
per volume. Address: PUCK, New York. 




















TILLMAN has 
brought up the Crum 
case again. For him, 
at least, it contains 
no ‘‘crum”’ of com- 
fort. 


WHEN a Russian 
disaster gets on the 
first page these days, 
it is a sign that news 
is slack along news- 
paper row. 


OVER five hundred 
window shade mak- 
ers have gone on | 
strike. No, it does | 
n’t necessarily follow 
that shades will 


go up. 


MISSOURI may be 
represented in the 
Cabinet. Thus, in 
the Republican 
sense, Virtue is re- 
warded with more 
than its mere self. 


GOVERNOR Dovu- 
GLAS’S meeting with 
Miles the 
other day might fit- 


General 


tingly be described 
as the meeting of the 
shoe and the sash. 





ONE 






No man, woman or child 
should be without this fam- 
ous underwear. No man or 
woman is who has experienced 
the keen sense of comfort and 
vigor which its use promotes. 


Recommended by leading 
physicians everywhere. 


Booklets and Samples Free. 


Dr. Jaeger’s §. W. 8. Co.'s Own Stores: 


New York: | $06 Fifth Ave. 
Brooklyn: : 504 Palton 


Ristina® 1510 MBI0 Chestnut 8 St. 















p> ies tn all 
Principal Cities. 







“THE BENEDICT” 
Celebrated Collar Button 


Wonderfully nqrerss. 
NEW Pat. Oct. 6, 1902 
In gold, silver and heavy rolied gold 


END VIEW 
plate. None genuine unless stamped 
Benedict and date of patent. 


FOR SALE ONLY BY 








Benedict Brothers, Jewelers, 


Broadway & Liberty St., N. Y. 


SIDE VIEW | 








QUESTION. 


AND SELECT AUDIENCE. —I had no idea 


OF THE SMALL 


Gripman was musical. 
ANOTHER.— Have you now? 





Pure blood, bright eyes, bounding step, high spirits 
ood health — synonymous with Abbott's Angostura 
itters, intelligently used. Test it. 





VE REGRET to an- 
nounce report that 
Napoleon’s drummer 
boy has suffered an- 
other death. 


WEARING creaky 
shoes is contempt 
according 
to a Virginia Judge. 
It has long been con- 
tempt of church. 


of court, 


A FRENCH SCIEN- 
TIST has lately dis- 
covered that if one is 
vaccinated under 
ared light, no scar is 
left, and there is very 
little soreness. This 
does not mean neces- 
sarily that we should 
be vaccinated in the 
Red Light District. 


THE TEXT of the 
autograph letter, 
which President 
Roosevelt sent to 
King Victor has not 
been given out, but 
as it congratulated 
him on the birth 
of a crown prince, it 
is possible that it 
contained also a 
warning against race 
suicide in Italy. 


Arcadia.” 









PICTURESQUE HAVANA 
rrom NEW YORK via 


Southern 
Pacific 


PASSENCER STEAMERS 
WITH STOPOVER AT 


NEW ORLEANS 


A DELIGHTFUL JGURNEY TO TWO 
DELIGHTFUL CITIES 


STEAMERS LEAVE NEW YORK EVERY 
WEDNESDAY NOON 


INQUIRE 

Boston, 170 Washington St. Philadelphia, 632 Chestnut St 
New York j 349 Broadway Baltimore, 210 No. Charles St 
“ 1 Broadway Syracuse, 129 So. Franklin St. 














iF YOU HAVEN’T TRIED IT, A RARE 


TREAT IS IN STORE FOR YOU 


COOK'S 


ANCHES CHAMPAGNE 


SERVED widnantshenemmens 








£ R BR uG’sS Ss 
readia 
MIXTURE. 
“When he was at school, 
Jimmy Moggridge smoked a 
cane-chair, and he has since 
said that from cane to ordi- 
nary mixtures was not so 
noticeable as the change from 
the 
J. M. Barrie. 


ordinary mixtures to 





SAID San Juan Hill to 203-Meter 
Hill: “Who’s your Hero?” 











HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS, 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Stree ‘ 
BRaNc WARKROUSE : $0 Bookman Street, } New Yous. 


All kinds of oper made to order. 


Grand Prize and Gold Medal 
Awarded The Prudential. 

The 

America has received she Grand Prize and a 

Gold Medal at the St. 

its exhibit illustrating the Company’s busi- 


Prudential Insurance Company of 
Louis Exposition for 


ness inethods and vast and successful results. 

The Prudential and its policyholders are 
being congratulated “by the fact that this 
award makes The Prudential the most highly 
honored insurance institution in the world. 
other 
company has ever received a corresponding 


In the history of life insurance no 


award, although numerous exhibits have 
been made by insurance companies in the 
United States and Europe. 

The award was granted by a jury of quali- 
fied experts, and places the seal of highest 
approval on what by the common consent of 
visitors to the Exposition was one of the 
most interesting and instructive exhibits at 
the St. Louis Fair. 

Such a comprehensive exhibit was pos- 
sible to The Prudential only by reason of the 
perfect control which the management of the 
Company exercises over its great organization 
and the vast details of its business. 








I. Il. 
To her workmen, skilled in magic, once a clever fairy came,_. Thereupon with flying fingers worked the gnomes, ‘‘ Because,” said they, After giving final touches to a dimple-bearing cheek, 


Saying: ‘‘ Make this day a stunning girl, American by name.” “*She is wanted as a present for a bach’lor, Christmas Day.”’ They exclaimed: ‘‘A finished product! It’s the best we ’ve done this week.” 


IV. . v. : - VI. 
So they called the clever fairy —their employer she, in truth— And because she was a fairy, she declined to stop right there; Then alas! The lonely bach’lor never saw his sweet intended ; 
Who no sooner saw than sighed aloud: ‘‘Oh, would I were a youth!” But instead, by wave of wand, became a comely youth and fair. But huzza! The fairy won her, so the tale is nicely ended. - 


1 OTTMANN LITH. CO.PUCK BLOG §.) 


A DIVERTED CHRISTMAS GIFT. 











